Heat Treatment
THEY had a course in heat treatment at the Massa-
chusetts Institute of Technology in Cambridge which
is one of the reasons why I left that famous seat of
learning and decided to become a tropical banana herder.
That was in the spring of 1921 and if I Jhad known what the
next seventeen years were to hold for me perhaps 1 wouldn't
have exposed myself to a new type of heat treatment that
made the first one look no more formidable than two cigarettes
in the dark!
Heat 1 Within twenty-four hours of the time that the
trim banana boat swung south past Cape Hatteras until the
present moment, when I sit in a stinking cantina on the water-
front of Port au Prince, Haiti, writing pencilled notes that are
obliterated by the perspiration almost as soon as they hit the
page, heat has ever been the predominant factor in my life
in tropical America.
It was hot enough at sea, but that was a veritable excursion
into the Elysian waterways with the celestial seaweed in my
hair compared to what happened in the fifteen minutes spent
on the poop-deck of an open lighter, being transferred from
the ship anchored in Santiago de Cuba's gorgeous harbour
to the mainland of that rum-and-roughrider-famed city 1
The time must have been about two in the afternoon and the
water was an infinite sheet of molten glass reflecting the
copper, brass, and blood of an utterly merciless sun, If there
was any breath of air at all it seemed to come up from the
sea~a steamy vapour redolent of baked crustacea which
swept up into the lace and nostrils at the same instant that the
sun cracked down on the base of the ham. Waves of heat
that could almost be coiled into a rope, undulated before the